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Driven To Distraction 


Author's Notes: 
This might make more sense at the end if you've read my other stuff. Also, this is a bit of a PWP (and I've 


never been good at those). Sequel to "Attention Span" 


| stretch lazily on the bed, running my hand absently over the soft sheets. He shifts behind me, pulling me 
more firmly against him and | smile faintly, finally opening my eyes. The pre-dawn light dimly fills the room and 
| stare straight ahead at the blank wall, simply enjoying being alive | guess. There's nothing new here, but it's 
fascinating anyways. | nestle back against my partner and sigh softly. 


Duff shifts again and his arm crosses my vision as his hand splays out on my side of the bed. He pushes 
himself up and uses his outstretched limb for support as he leans over me, nuzzling at my temple. My smile 
grows and | tilt into his touch, rolling onto my back He grins down at me. "Hi," he says. 


| laugh and touch his face. "Hi." 


He rubs against my hand before leaning down to kiss me. | move my hand into his blond hair, grabbing a 


handful as he licks at my bottom lip, urging me to open my mouth. | do and he swoops in, leisurely owning me 
so | run my free hand down his outstretched arm, delighting as always in the muscle before grabbing on to 
his wrist. 


He breaks the kiss and nips under my jaw, attacking my throat. | swallow hard and sit up, trying to flip him 
over on to his back and take over. He's not having it. He shoves me back onto the bed, pinning me at the 
shoulders and his eyes narrow wickedly as he grins. His knees sink into the bed on either side of me as he 
straddles my hips and | swallow again. | lift my hips experimentally, trying to see if | can dislodge him. Trying to 
see how much control | have over the situation He sits down more firmly and his hands dig into my shoulders 
as he returns to marking his claim on my neck. | moan and tilt my chin up to give him better access. Been far 


too long since I've been held down and fucked. 


My mind blanks as he quickly skims his hands over my arms down to my palms before coming back to slip 
down my chest. | shiver, giving in completely, and he moves up to my neck, his fingers sliding to my jaw before 
burying in my hair. He tugs fiercely, forcing my head to the side as he bites the side of my throat before 
backing off, licking gently. 


| lift my knee, pressing my foot into the bed and tighten my grip on his wrist. Trying to hang on | guess. Duff's 
free hand, the one I'm not hanging on to, the sneaky bastard, snakes down my chest, following my collarbone 
until he reaches the middle and slides down. His fingers skim over my nipple in a passing glance and my breath 


hitches but he continues on until he's finally digging into the side of my stomach, his mouth still on my neck. 


He licks one more time, a tiny, barely there flicker, and moves down to my chest. | sigh as his tongue follows 
the path that his hand just took, tracing the ghost touch with a wet stripe until he reaches my belly button 
and his tongue dips in, swirling. My head lolls to the side and | languidly look down at him. Straight into his eyes. 
Jesus. | swallow and wrench my gaze to the ceiling, breathing hard. Him. Watching me. Never fails to get me 
hot. He always watches. | shudder and turn my head to stare at the wall. | hear him laugh. 


He nips at my stomach. | jerk and try to sit up. Duff rises too, meeting me halfway. His grin is still firmly in 
place as he pushes my hair out of the way and shoves his tongue into my mouth. | battle with him, but allow 


him to push me back down to the bed. 


His tongue thrusts as deep as he can get it and | twine mine around it before he pulls back. | lick at his 
bottom lip, nipping at it with my teeth and tugging gently. He smiles and nips back before setting between my 
legs, spreading them wider to accommodate him. | lean back on my elbows, flipping a few curls back over my 
shoulder to watch him. His fingers splay out over my inner thighs as he grins up at me. My eyes narrow and | 
growl. Hurry up, Duff. 


His grin turns positively evil as he looks back up at me and my breath quickens in anticipation | love his mouth. 
He doesn't have the big lips or any of the other shit that people tend to fixate on but after all these years, 
my God is he talented. He nips the sensitive skin of my thigh and | shudder, my head falling back, waiting. 


I'm actually trembling as his hands slowly make their way up my legs, his tongue flicking random places, each 


tiny lick a jolt to my system. | concentrate on his fingertips as they inch their way over my skin, he's so close. 
My eyes flutter closed and | wet my lips, my back starting to arch. He laughs and drags his hands down to my 


knees. 


"Duff" Though I'd like to think otherwise, that was a whine. | couldn't care less though as | reach down to grab 
his hair, shamelessly trying to coax him back up. The bastard just laughs again, capturing my hand and sucking 
thoroughly on each finger. 


He licks my palm. "Did you want something?" he asks, all innocence. | hiss. He knows damn well what | want. A 


finger feathers over my cock and | gasp, trying to jerk up into the touch. "This?" Yes.. 


He does it again, a light barely there touch and | whimper in pure frustration. Duff laughs and licks a quick, 
surprise strip up my cock. God, fuck, yes, finally. But he slides down to my ass, his tongue running along the 
rim before settling in to steadily fuck me. | whimper again and fist the sheets, biting my lip as | rock slowly to 
his rhythm. 


He replaces his tongue with his fingers, cold and dripping with lube. | shiver and shy away as he carefully 
presses them in. Once inside, he crooks his fingers and | buck off the bed, tossing my head to the side. | can't 
manage words anymore, only a continual moan deep in my throat. He lies down beside me, grinning as he 
nuzzles at my face. His fingers start a slow slide in and out as his thumb brushes the base of my cock. My 


toes are curling as he sinks free hand into my hair to hold me steady as he plunges into my mouth again 


He thrusts his tongue in time with his fingers and | can only shudder. | wrap my arms around his shoulders, 
bury my hands in his hair and cling to him, using him as an anchor as | ride the waves of pleasure shivering 


along my nerves. 


When he tries to pull away, | tighten my grip on his hair, trying to hold him in place. "Slash," he laughs as | 
whimper. He removes his fingers but he's back soon with more fucking cold lube this time on his cock as he 
pushes against me insistently. | moan and arch my back, releasing my death grip on his hair to grab onto the 
headboard instead as Duff pushes his way inside me. Duff's hands dig into my hips as he tries to hold me still 


Hopeless. 


Before he's even in halfway, | buck off the bed to meet him, forcing him inside that much quicker. He gives a 
funny little laugh/moan before starting up a maddeningly slow rhythm, one hand stroking me in time with his 
thrusts. He needs to go faster; | could scream. If he'd just let me up, I'd make him go faster. 


Duff never lasts long though and soon he's speeding up, slamming into me and rocking me nearly into the wall. | 
adjust my grip on the headboard and meet him thrust for thrust, my head tilting back, pushing into the 


pillows. I'm so close, so close, so close... 


The phone rings. My eyes fly open and | stare at the phone sitting beside the bed. Duff freezes. "Don't answer 


it," he orders. | keep staring as the phone rings again. "Don't answer it, Slash." 


| answer it. Frustrated, Duff growls and slams into me. My voice breaks on the "hello." 

"Slash? Is that you? You sound kind of funny or something. Are you sick?" 

My mind races. | know this voice. Why can't | remember the name? "Who is this?" 

"Phill" 

"Phil." 

"Yeah! You must be bad with names or something. I've had to tell you so many times!" 

Duff's anger is warring with his amusement at the situation | can see it on his face. He starts to thrust again 
so | catch him between my thighs, trying to hold him still. "Stop it” He just arches an eyebrow and proceeds 
to show me how useless my efforts are, his right hand snaking back down to stroke me. | furiously try to still 
his hand but he ignores me. Phil's babbling in my ear. "Ngh" is all | can manage. 

Phil stops. "What?" 

"Uh..." Duff's thrusts are speeding up. Damn it. "Why-Why're you calling?" 

"You said to call you back Its tomorrow. | figured itd be a good time." 

Duff bends to suck on my neck and | start panting into the phone. Fucking great. 

"You okay?" 

"Fine." 

Duff starts whispering in my ear. "Hang up," he says, his lips grazing my ear. "Hang up, Slash. Tell him to just 
fuck off. You're getting fucked into the bed and you don't want to talk" | stare blankly at the ceiling, trying to 
focus. 

"l'm fine, man." 

"Okay." He doesn't believe me, but he's not going to let it stop him. "Anyways, | was thinking about getting 
right on this, setting up a time for you to come in and everything.” Duff bites down on my earlobe and | moan 
Phil pauses. 


"Do you like it when | do that?" Duff asks. 


| roll my head away and stare at the wall. "Nnnng." 


"Um..." Phil's back. 


"You like getting talked to, don't you?" Apparently Duff won't be put off this little track. "Like it when | talk?" 


He licks the side of my face. "I know you do. You're such a slut, Slash." 
"So. What time do you want to come in? You are going to come in right?" 
Duff tightens his grasp on my cock, stroking hard and fast. "Yesssss.. 
"Yes?" Duff whispers. 

"Good! What time?" 

"Yes..." 

"can you repeat that?" 

"Oh God.” 

"Um..ls..ls this not a good time?" 


| toss my head to the side and let the phone drop to the bed. | don't care anymore. Duff picks it up and brings 


it back up to my ear as he kisses me fiercely. Don't care. 


"You don't care?" Duff asks playfully. | shake my head violently, feeling my orgasm rolling over me, nearing the 
end. He clicks the phone off and throws it across the room and | buck up into him uncontrollably, my eyes 


open wide but not seeing anything as | come. 


| shudder as | slide back into reality, panting hard. Duff thrusts into me a few more times before he shudders 
and comes inside me. | stare at him lazily, barely having enough energy to even do that. He smiles and wraps 
me into a hug, shifting so he can lie beside me. | grimace as he smears my jizz over my stomach into a sticky 
mess but | can't be bothered right now to actually get up and do something about it. Fuck. | turn my head to 
bury myself in his hair. Duff laughs. "Poor Phil." 


"Mmm," | say. It's about all | can manage. 
y g 


"He probably thinks you're some kind of sick, sex-addicted freak" | blink. "Every time he calls you're having 


sex. 
" He's only called twice." 


"Mmm," Duff says snuggling closer as he starts to drift off. "Let's hope he calls back in an hour." 


| snort. "You think you'll be ready?" 
"Yeah. Thing is, will you be?" 


| half sit up at the implied insult but he's already fallen asleep again with a small smile on his lips. | sigh and 
settle back down, glancing at the clock as | sink back into his cuddle. In a half-hour Duff will have to go to 
class. | smile softly and play with a bit of his hair, flipping a blond lock back away from his face. | bet Duff 
was looking forward to really shocking poor Phil, too. 


